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Then may Ldare to boaft how 1 doc loue thee. 

Til then,uot fhow my head where thou niaift proueme 

27 

\XJ Eary with toy!e,I haft me to my bed , 

VV The dear e repofe for lims with trauaill tired. 

But then begins a iourny in my head 

To worke my mind, when boddie^ w r ork s expired* 

For then my thou 2 hts(from far where I abide) 

Intend a zelous pilgrimage to thee. 

And keepe my drooping eye-lids open wide. 

Looking on darknes which the blind doe lee. 

Satie that. my foules imaginary light 
Prcfcnts their fhaddoe to my fightles view. 

Which like a iewelif hunge in gaftly night) 

Makes blacke night beautious,and her old face new. 

Loe thus by day my lims, by night my mind,. 

For thec,and for my felfe,noe quiet finde, • 
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H Ow can I then returne in happy plight 
That am debard the benifit of relif 
When dales oppreffion is not eazd by night. 

But day by night and night by day opreft. 

And each(though enimes to ethers raigne) 

Doe in confent fhake hands to torture me. 

The one by toyle,the other to complaine 
How far I toyIe,fiill farther oft from thee. 

I tell the Day to pleafe him thou art bright, 

And Qo’ft him grace when clouds doe blot the hcauen;; 

So flatter I the lwart complexiond night. 

When fparkling flars twire not thou guifft th 5 eauen. 

But day doth daily draw my forrowes longer, (ftrongej 
•And night doth nightly make greefes length feeme 
29 

17U Hen in difgrace with Fortune and mens eyes, 

, M all alone beweepe my out-aft ftate, 
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And trouble deafe heauen with my bootleffe cries. 
And looke vpon my felfe and curie my fate. 
Wifhingme like to one more rich in hope, 

Featur'd like him,like him with friends poffeft. 
Defiring this mans art, and that mans skope, 

With what I moft inioy contented leaft, 

Yet in thefe thoughts my felfe almoft defpifing, 
Haplyc I thinke on thcc, and then my ftate, 

( Like to the Larke at breake of daye arifing) 

From fullcn earth fings himns at Heaucns gate. 

For thy fweet loue remembred fuch welth brings. 
That then 1 skorne to change my ftate with Kings, 
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\7 Hen to the Scffions of fweet filent thought, 

* I fommon vp remembrance of things paft, 

I fign the lacke of many a thing Doughty 

And with old woes new waile my deare times wafter 

Then can I drowne an eyc(vn-vfd to flow) 

For precious friends hid in deaths dateles night. 

And weepe a freflh loues long fince canceld woe. 

And monc th’expence of many avannifht fight. 

Then can I greeue at greeuances fore-gon, 

And heauily from woe to woe tell ore 
The fad account of fore-bemoned mone. 

Which I new pay as if not payd before. 

But if the while I thinke on thee. ( deare friend) 

All Ioffes are reftord,and forrowes end. 
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T hy bofome is indeared with all hearts. 

Which Iby lacking haue fuppofed dead. 

And there raignes Loue and all Loues louing parts. 
And aU thofe friends which I thought buried. 

How many a holy and obfequious teare 
Hath deare religious loue ftolnefrom mine eye, 

A* interrft of the dead / w hich now appearc. 

But things remouri tnat hidden in there lie, 
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